SAND   AND   FOAM

of this world and the peace of the
For 1 know In my heart that the Supreme
wrote but         poem,         It scans per-
fectly,         it         rhymes perfectly/*

Faith is an           in the heart which will

never be              by the caravan of thinking.

When you reach your height yon shall
desire* but only for desire; and you shall
hunger for hunger; and you shall thirst for
greater thirst.

*

if you reveal your secrets to the wind you
should not blame the wind for revealing them
to the trees.

The flowers of spring are winters dreams
related at the breakfast table of the angels.

Said a skunk to a tuberose, "See how swiftly
1 ran, while you cannot walk nor even creep/*
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